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CHAPTER XIII,

Joan Stands Within Her Danger.

80 soon as Werner von Orseln re-
turned to Castle Kernsberg with news
of the forcing of the Alla and the
overwhelming numbers of the Musco-
vite hordes, the sad-eved Duchess of
Hohensteln became once more Joan
of the Sword Hand

The invading army must have num-
bered thirty thousand, at least. There
were, all old, about two thousand in
Kernshorg, Von Orseln, Indeed, could

1908,

easlly have ralged more. Nay, they
would have come in of themselves by
hundreds to fight for thelr Duchess,
but the llttle town could not feed
maore,

When Werner von Orgeln and Peter
Balta met ihe Invader at the fords of
the Alln, Maurlee von L¥nar and Alt
Plkker had remalned with Joan, nomi-
nally to assist her dispositions, but
really to form a check upon the Ime
petuosity of her temper

Now Von Orseln was back agaln.
The fords of the Alla were foreed, and
the fighting strength of Kernsberg
united itself in the Eagle's Nest to
make (ta final stand.

Aloft on the highest ramparts there
was a terrace walk which the Spar-
hawk much affected, specially when he
was on guard at night. It looked tow-
ards the east, and from It the first
glimpee of the Courtlanders would be
oblalned.

Presently the chief eaptain’s step
was heard on the stone turnpike.

“Ha, Sparhawk,” he crled, “this 1s
oold cheer! Why could we not have
talked comfortably In hall, with a
beaker of mead at one's elbow?”

“l wanted to speak with you on a
matter we cannot mention elsewhere,”
sald Maurice von Lynar.

“How long can we hold out If they
beslege us?"”

“Two months, certainly—with luck,
three!"

“And what of the Duchess Joan?"
peralsted the young man.

“Why, In the same time she will be
dead or wed!" sald Von Orseln, with
an affectation of carclessness easily
seen through,

“We must get her away to a place
of safoty,” sald the young man. Von
Orseln laughed.

“Get her? Who would persuade or
compel our lady? Whither would she
go? Would she be safer there than
here® Would the Courtlander not find
out in twentyfour hours that there
was no Joan of the Sword Hand in
Kernsberg, and follow her trall?"

"We must perguade her-—capture
hor, compel her, If necossary, Kerns.
berg cannot for long hold out against

both the Muscovite and the Court
lander.”
“What? Capture Joan of the Bward

Hand and ecarry her off? The mead
busges In the boy's head. He grows
dotty with anxlety and too much hard
ale.”

“Von Orseln,” sald the youth, with
simple earnesiness, not heeding his
taunts, 1 have thought deeply. | see
no way out of It but this, Our lady
will eagerly go on reconnalssance if
you represent it as necessary. You
must take ten good men and ride
north, far north, even to the edges of

the Baltic, to a place 1 know of, which |

none but 1 and one other can find,
There, with a few trusty fellows to
guard her, she will be safe till the
push of the times 1s over."”

“But how,” sald Von Orseln, medi-
tating, “will youn prevent her absence
being known? The passage of so
large a party may easlly be trnced and
remembered. Though our folk ware

true enough and loyal enough, sooner
or later what s known In the
known

Castle

I8 in the town, and what is

“What? Capture Joan of the Sword
Hand and carry her off!"
known In the town becomes known to

the enemy!™

Maurice von Lynar leaned forward
towards his chief captain and whis-
pered o few words In his ear,

“Ah!" he sald, and nodded. Then,
after a pause for thought, he added,
“That Is none so 11 thought on for a
heardless younker! T will think it
aver, sleep on it and tell yon my opin-

lon to-morrow! At any rte,” the
chlef caplaln growled to himsell, "you
bave a pretty part set for me. | may
forthwith order my shroud, 1 shall

pever be able to face my lady agalp!™
- L] . L ] .

The Duchess Joan was In high

epirits. 1t had been judged necessary,

tn consultation with her chiel ofMears
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to ride a reconnalssance to ascertain
whether the ndvancing enemy had cut
Kernberg off towards the north. On
this matier Von Orseln thought that
her Highness had better Judge for her-
gelf.  Mere at last was something to
he done. It wos almost like the old
fornying days, but now In a more des-
perate cause,

No one in all Castle Kernsborg was
to know of the departure of this cav-
aleade, The Sparhawk was appointed
o command during Von Orseln's abe
sence, Ten men only were to go, and
these picked and sifted riders—enosen
because of thelr powers of sllence—
Al because, belng unmarried, they
had no wives to worm secrets out of
them

Joun and her chief captain rode on
alicad. Von Orseln glancing keenly
about him, and Joan riding free and
careleas, ns o old days when ghe over-
passid the hills to drive a prey from
the lands of her fathor's enemies,

It was grey morning when they
chme to u goatherd's but at the top
of the green wvalley., Already they
hiad passed the bounds of Hohenstein
by half a dozen miles, The goatherd
had led his lght skipping train to the
hills for the day, and the rude and
chaotic remains of his breakfast were
still on the table. Borls and Jorian
cleared these away, and, with the
trained alacrity of seasoned men at
arms, they placed before the party a
brealifast prepared with speed out of
which they had brought with them
and those things which they had
found to their hend by foraging In the
cottage of the goatherd—to-wit, sliced
neat's tongue dried in the smoke,
bread of fine wheat which Jorian had
earried all the way in & net at his sad-
dle bow. Boris had charge of the
wina skins, and upon a shelf above
the door they found a great butter pot

full of freshly made curded goat's
milk, very deliclous both to taste and
smell.

Of these things they ate and drank
largely, Joan and Von Orseln being to-
gether at the upper end of the table,
Borls and Jorian had to sit with them,
though much againht their wills, be-
Ing (spite of thelr sweethearts) more
accustomed to the company of honest
men al arms than to the practice of
dainty eating In ladles' soclety.

Soon Joan of the Sword Hand rose
to her feet, for the ex-men at arms
had few words to say,

“Let us now mount and ride home-
ward,” she sald, “there are no enemy
to be found on this northerly road.
We shall be more fortunate wupon
another ocoasion,"”

Then Werner von Orseln nerved
himself for a battle more serlous
than any he had ever fought at the
elbow of Henry the Lion of Hohen-
stein,

“My lady,” he sald, standing up and
bowing gravely bhefore her, “You see
here eleven men who love you far
above thelr lives, of whom | am the

chief. Two others also there are,
who, though not of our natlon, are In
heart joined to us, especially in this
thing thut we have done, With all
respect, your Highness cannot go
back. We have come out, not to
make a reconnalssance, but to put

your Grace in a place of satety till the
storm blows over.”

The Duchess had slowly risen to
her feet, with her hand on the sword
which swung at her belt,

“"You have suddenly gone mad, Wer.
ner!” she sald; “let us have no more
of this, 1 bid you mount and ride,
Back to Kerngberg, | say! Ye are not
such fools and traltors as to deliver
the malden Castle, the Bagle's Nest of
Hohensteln, into the hands of our ene-

mies?™
“Nay," sald Von Orseln, looking
atemdily upon the ground, “that will we

not do, Kernsberg (s im good hands,
and wlll fight bravely. But we eannot
hold out with our few folk and scanty
provender against the leaguer of
thirty thousand. Nevertheloss we will
not permit you to sacrifice yourself
for our sakes or for the sake of the
women and children of the olty."

Joan drew her sword,

"Warner von Orseln, will you obey
me, or must 1 slay you with my
hand ?" she erled.

The chief captain yet further bowed
his bead and abased his eyes.

“We have thought also of this," he
made answer. “Me you may kill, but
these that are with me will defend
themselves, though they will not
strike one (hey love more than their
lives, But man by man we have
sworn (o do this thing, At all hazards
you must ablde in our hands till the
danger is overpast. For me (this he
added In a deeper tone), | am your
immediate officer, ‘There is none 1o
come between us, It I8 your rlght to
tlay me If you will, Mine is the re
sponsibility  for this deed, though
the design was not mine. Here is my

sword,  Slay your ehlef eaptaln with
It It you will He has falthfully
served your house for five-and-thirty
years. 'Tle perhaps time he rested
now."

And with these words Werner von
Orseln took his sword by the point
and offered the hilt to his mistress,

Joan of the Sword Hand shook with
mingled passion and helplessness, and
her eyes were dark and troubled,

"Put up your blnde,” she sald, strik.
ing the hilt with her hand; “if you
have npot degerved death, no more
have | deserved this!  But you sald
thut the deslgn was not yours. Whao,
then, has dared to plot agalnst the
Hberty of Joan of Hohensteln ™

“T would T could claim the honor. ™
sald Werner the ehlef eaptain: “but
troly the matter eanme from Maurice
vou Lynar, the Dane, [t {8 to his
taother, who after the death of the
Count von Lynar continued 1o dwell
in a seeret strength on the Baltle
shore, that we are conducting your
Grace!"”

“Maurice von Lynar?’ exclalmed
Joan, astonished. “He remains in
Castle Kernsborg then?"

“Aye.” sald Werner,
her wne, "he will take your place
when danger comes, In morning twi
Hght or at dusk he makes none so 1l
n Lady Duchess, and, |' faith, his
sword hand I& brisk enongh. If the
town be taken, better that he than
you he found In Castle Kernsberg, Is
the thing not well invented, my lady?"

Werner looked up hopefully. He
thought he had pleaded hiu cause woell,

“Traltor! supplanter!™ erled Joan
Indignantly; “this lsmw In my place!

relleved by

“Werner von Orseln, will you obey
me 1"

I will hang him from the highest win-

dow In the Castle of Kernsberg, if

aver [ win back to mine own again,”

“My Indy,"” sald Werner, gently and
respectfully, “your servant Von Lynar
bade me tell you that he would as
faithfully and loyally take your place
now as he did on a former oceasion!"

“Ah,"” sald Joan, smiling wanly with
a quick change of mood, “l hope he
will be more ready to give up his
privileges on this occaslon than om
that!"

S8he was thinking of the Princess
Margaret and the heritage of trouble
upon which, as the Count von Loen,
she had caused the Sparhawk to enter.

Then a new thought seemed to
strike her,

“But my nurse and my women—how
can he keep the Imposture secret? He
may pass before the stupld eyes of
men. But they——"

"“They have been sent out of harm's
way Into Plassenburg., There s not
n womun born of woman In all the
Castle of Kernsberg!"

“Yes," mused Joan, “I have Indeed
been falrly coxened. [ gave that or-
der nlgo by the Dane's advice. Well,
let him have his run. We will reeve
him a firm collar of hemp at the end
of it, and maybe for Werner von Or-
seln also, as a traltor allke to his
bread and his mistress. Till then 1
hope yon will both enjoy playving your
parta."”

The ehief eaptain bowed
+ "1 am content, my Iady,”
tfully,

“Now, good iallers all,” eried Joan,
“lead on. 1 will follow. Or would you
prefer to carry me with you hand.
cuffed and chained? I will go with
you in what fashion seemeth good to
my masters!"

She paused and looked around the
Hittle goatherd's hut,

“"Only,” she sald, nodding her head,
“1 warn you | will take my own time
and manner of coming back!"

There was a deep silence as the
men drew thelr belts tighter and pre-
pared to mount and depart,

(To he continued.)

HER FIGURE HER FORTUNE,
Womanly Vanity That Makes Fine
Arms a Valuable Asset.

It was at a seml-Hohemian recep-
tlon, where the writers and artists
were wondering who had mopey and
the other half were wondering what
thig or that long-haired man or queer-
ly dressed woman did. The stranger
guest gat In & corner and nsked ques-
tlons about everybody, wondering at
the queer assortment of ex-hnsbands
and ex-wives and all the would-bes,
At length a woman of middle age but
superb figure entered.

“Well, who Is she?" he asked.
don't belleve she does anything.”

“Oh, doesn't she? She makes a Jot
of money. Don't you notice what a
stunning figure she has?"

The man admitted that he had ob-
sorved it

“Surely not an artists'
exclaimed,

“Not exactly,

he sald re-

"1

model?" he

but she poses for the

figure at a fashionable photogra-
pher's."”
“PBut not In the—"

“Or course not. But vou know lols
of woud-be beauties who get thelr ples
tures in the magazines are sadly lack-

ing In fine figures and especially
smooth necks and statuesque armes.
Hers are simply  perfect and sha
poses for the figure and the the
clover photographer fastens on the
other woman's head, and everyhody
Is delighted. Don't you ever tell,
though, for nobody Is  supposed to
know."--New York Sun

Has Two Noms de Plume.
Sibylle Gabrielle Marle Antolpette
de Riguette de Mirabeau, Countess de
Miurtell de Janville, writes uuder the
peeudonym of “Gyp” and Hlustrates
=nder that of “Hob.”

ENCOURAGING TEDDY

By Cosmo Hamilton

(Copy right, 16, by Joseph B. Bowlea,)

When two women are sitting over
A glowing fire In the broad daylight,
and one is married and the other is
not, they lnvariably taik of two things

«dregs and servants,  Bul when the
light has waned, and the glow of the
fire Alls the corners of the room with
dancing shadows, even  dress and

servants are left, and the conversation

Invarinbly turns—to the other groat
stock subject: man,

O course, | didn't do it to be
thanked; but | think you might have
murmured one lttle word of gratitudo

ta me for asking Mr. Carr down, |1
moean, ordinary  pollteness  requires
some attention even from youw'”

Fva looked up at Mpes, Clutton from |

n deep dell of hot canl which had Been
formed between the  bars, “Thank
you,” she sald: and then, added, "for
nothing.”

Mrs, Clutton was one of those long,
slight, tired women who always droess
to perfection, are never rufMed, never
different, who are able to hurry while
appearing to dawdle, to be exceeding:
Iy annoyed without the least appar-
ent effort, to laugh heartily without
making a sound, and to talk  with
great anlmation, without In any way
disturbing the undulating, wvelvety
drawl with which they are born,

“You might talk to me from now till
the middle of next week,” she sald,
“and then you couldn't convince me
that you are not glad that he 18 here”

A langh sprang across Eva's face,
to be instantly hunted away by a sigh,
“My dear Enid, | haven't the falntest
desire to prove that | am not hope-
lessly in love with him. Unfortunate-
Iy It Is known to everybody In this
world except the mun himself. And
the absurdity of the whole thing—
the thing that makes me feel like half
A tomato on a gridiron—Iig that he's
Just as much in love with me as 1
am with him, and that's a very great
deal Indeed.”

“l don't see where the sbsurdity
comes In. If you are both In love as
much as all that, why don't you mar-
ry him?"

Half-tragically, half-comienlly, wholly
in the manner—so far A& we can gless
~of u petulant angel, Kva sprang to
her feet, and flinging her collection of
cushions far and wilde, commenced
dashing about the room, greatly to its
danger,

“Marry him! marry him! Don't 1
want to marry him? lIsn't it my one
ambition in life to become the wife of
this silly, foollsh, timid, wretch? It's
all fine for you to sit there and say
those easy, insane things: but 1 can't
run away with the man, ecan 1?7 1
odn't buy a toy pistol, meet the poor
dear In a dark passage and shriek,
‘Marry me, or you dle!” ean I? 1 can't
chase him Into a conservatory, flop op
my knees, and cry, "Teddy, I love you
with a love that Is almost Indiscreet;
be, oh, be my husband,’ ean 1, can 1,
can 17" Eva caught one of the cush-
fong & beautiful kiek, and sent It Ay
ing agninst & whatnot.

“Not very well"” sald Mrs, Clutton,
“"But shall T tell you what you cuan
and will do?”

“What?' cried Eva, engerly.

"Smash my preclous china If you
kick cushions about like that.

The point s, have you given him any
encouragement

Eva laughed the laugh of theater

scorn.  “Encourngement? Why, my
dear Enld, 1 have done everything a
nleely-brought-up girl ought to  do,

and a good deal that she oughtn’t

During that time, a matier of per-
haps a minute and a  quarter—Mrs,
Clutton had been  thinking hard, al-
though it would have been hmpossible
to guess it from the placld state of
her featuros,

“Eva,” she sald finally, “"have you
ever noticed that pletore palnted on
the punel over the bookense, of a girl
gitting on an armchalr with her eyes
cast down, and with her hands folded
meekly on her lap?”

“No," sald Eva, “and If 1 had, what
on earth has she to do with my hor-
rid prablem?”

Mrs Clutton undulated on: “The
figure of the girl works on u hinge,
and sonetimes when my husband had
got Into & boyish scrape und wanted
to hea) what his father sald about It

to hia mother, he used to get his
sigter 1o pull the pleture back, and
sit in dhe girl's place to report to

nim whut went on, A dishonorable and
vary [ascinating proceeding, A chalr
was placed behind the pleture in the
next room, the floor of which Is on &
level with It, and in this kind of light
It was impossible to tell the diference
between the real and the unreal girl
Now, don't you think—"

“Think! Think!" cried Eva,
ering the permanently quiet Mrs
Clutton with kisses, “I should think
I do think. Oh, Enld, you engineer!
You want me to get Into the pleture;
youu want to bring Teddy here to ses
my new portralt; you want to leave
him to say to me on & panel what
he daren’'t say to me in the flesh;
and then, when at last he erles: 'Oh,
darling, my beautiful plquant, Hetle

Cov-:

beauty, | love you so, If only | eould | knew

SOIEW up courage to ask yYou to bhe my

wife!' you want me to suy: ‘Teddy,
you infant, I'm dying w be your
wife,'"

“"How wonderfully well—"

Before Mrs. Clutton could get any
further Eva mounted upon the book-
oase, had pushed back the panel, had
caught up a chalr from & corner of
the Httle room which could Just be
seen through the aperture, and in a

twinkling had become, for the first
time in her life, a qulet, meek Httle
figure with downeast eyes and folded
hinds,

“"How's that?” she asked, through n
cascade of chuckles, “Are you cer

| taln you can't wee my breathing? And

do you think I
every now amnd then?

“Certnin,  The unsteady flicker of
the fire In this dim light will make
any blinking seem quite natural”

“"Enld"—Eva looked down with sad-
denly earnest eyes—"if everything
works well you shall choose what.
ever you like from my wedding pres

matters If 1 blink

enis Hpual! There's Teddy
at the door. 1 know it by the way
ho elutches the handle”

Ten minutes Inter, ‘wfter Mrs. Clut:
ton had quistly led the conversation
from comie opora to tobaceo, from to
bacco to Eva, and from that young
woman to the pew portralt of  her
abave the bookeass, she asked
Teddy to excuse her while she went
to look for her little frlend, and
left the room. Teddy had his
back 1. the ploture as the door
closed; but In the looking-glass over
the fireplace he was amazed (o

& handkerchlef flutter hastily up
to the picture’'s nose, and flutter as
hastily back again—amaged; Infinitely
worried, and fall of wonder.

During the first’ quarter of an hour
he stood with his back to her, gaz
Ing at her In the looking glass. From
the corner of her eye, Eva watched
him with a kind of tingling amuse
ment, immensely flattered at the
thought that even in the presence of
lier portrait—a mere thing of olls—
he should stlll be bashful and dim
deut. The strength of his Jove must

“Ohl" She Cried Aloud, Ouddlnty.

be enormous! In a moment or two,
she argued, he would realize that she
wus merely a pleture, and come and
stand  underneath her (o examine
more closely the wonderful Ndelity
of the portralt, the exquisite skill of
tha artlst;: and then, knowing that
she could not hear anything he sald,
he would utter aloud all those burn:
Ing words he had bottled up so long
In & moment or two ,

Feeling hot all over, his dense head
in o whirl, certaln only that Ewva
had got into the ploture in.order to
make a fool of him, Teddy sat down
In the chalr by the fire to try
trunsform the chuos of his braln Into
something appronching order,

Durlug the next hour he remained
motionless, not looking once in  the
direction of the pleture. To him, the
hour was a minute.  To her, sitting
In the same attitude, hardly breath
Ing, hardly thinking, getting more and
more hungry, the hour seemed a
week, a vear, an eterplty. She made
up her mind that when he did think
wloud she would snap her fingers in
his face and tell him, In scalding, bit-
ter words, that ghe loathed him, and

that sooner than  marry him  she
would die a thousand deaths,
"Good graclous! There goes the

gong for dinner! Oh, how awful, how
horrible!  What will they think? . . .
ldlot! Creature! Why ... why . .
Oh!" she erled aloud suddenly, for
getting eversthing under the Influ
ence of cramp. “Oh, oh!"”

Teddy sprang across the
"What's the matter? What's
mntter?”

Desperately concerned, Teddy stood
upon a chalr, lfted Eva down from
the pleture with the huge gentleness
of a six-foot-three man, placed her
tenderly In a chair, and knelt at her

room
the

feet.  Her eyes were closed. He
was certaln she was dying “Eva,
my little darling, open your eyes'

I's me, the man who loves you more
than all the world." His grammar

became shaky, his heart stone, his
breathing cyelonde “Eva, my sweeol
heart, my beloved, look at me, If

only for a4 moment, and tell me before
you die that you will be my wife.”
Of course, with the change of po:
sition the cramp had gone, and Eva
that those symptoms were
snures.  She sat up coldly, I have
uo Intention of dying."” she sald; “and
of course 1 will bo your wife. But
I think you are the most abject per-
son It has ever been my misfortune

0 moat, | Yes, of course 1 love
you, dearest Teddy; but think, think
what you huve made me suffer. The

gong has rung and you don't know,
never will know, how frightfully hup
gry | am’”

to |

FPALLING LEAVES,
: e
The Sclentific Reaccn for
Drepping from Trees.
Ao

If we ask why leaves fall, It may
be diMenlt tofind & complete answer,
but some of the advantages to the
tree are apparent. The most rigorous
senson of the year is the winter, and
at this time nmnl of our trees are
without leaves., Leaves are the most
Jelicate parts of the tree and are poor
ly fitted to withstand the severity of

Their

northern winters, although we may
notlce the reduced wslze and firmer
structure of those of the conifers

which remain on the treos during cold
wenther, The absence of leaves makos
the trees loss expfsdd to being over
turned or hroken by the flerce blasts

4
deotion of & ﬂirﬁMm Twig En

larged.

of the wiuter's winds, but probably
the greatest advantage to the tree is
the very much smaller surface for the
evaporation of water, During oold
weather all plants absorh water very
slowly and probably the greatest dan

r the tree has_to #eet during the

Inter Is that more water will be lost
hy evaporation and transpiration than
oan be supplied by absorption, Then

‘the of food manufacture
' ‘ummu stopped by cold
weather and henoe the work of the
leaves may be sald to be done as the
autumn temperature lowers.

The process by which leaves are
romoved from the trees |s an Interest-
Ing one, although they are nelther
pushed off by the newly-formed buds
nor loosened by the frost. In order
to understand this process, It s neces-
sary to examihe the structure of the
petiole where it joins the twig. The
horse-chestnut shows the varlous parts
very plainly. The central portion of
the twig s @ cylluder of woody fbre,
which, durlng |ho life of the tree, con-
veys the propared food In a downward

| passage, the outer portion or

the bark conducting the sap in Its up.
ward flow. One or more strands of
woody conducting fibre ' passes out
into the petiole of each leaf (A), As
the season advances and preparatory
to the falling of the leaves a layer of
thin-walled cells forms at the base of
the petiole (B). These cells are very
similar to the cork cells found In the
bark of the troe and check the pus.
sage of all flulds exeept through the
central strand of fibres. Through this
central strand most of the prepared
food passes from ihe leaf te the tree,
there to be used In growih or stored
for anonther season, leaving in the
leal only useless waste products, As
the cutting off layer Is completed
many of the cells I the center hreak
down and nothing holds the leaf in
place excepting the fibres of the ash-
tral strand, then a Hght hreess or even
the welght of the leaf s enough to
sunap this slender thread and the leaf
flutters to the ground, The cells which
cut off the leal now form a protecting
layer excluding &ll molsture from the
twiig.

Trees vary greatly with respect to
the formation of this cutting off layer,
says the Montreml Heruld; ln some
lke the horse-chestnut it {s thiek and
corky, being easily seen by the naked
aye, In the ash, butternut and many
others it Is well devoped, while In
some ke the beech it s scarcely
present at all,

ORCHARD AND GARDEN.
Attend the hortfeultural meotings.
The lawn should be always kept In

perfect candition

Who hax ever
surplus  strawbervies
Jam at a profit?

A hot solution of tye will kill peach
borers, Not “hot alr,” though they
are often the same!

All the sorting that apples require
ought to be done when they are gath:
ered, and If It la propertly done thera
will be almost no risk at all {n the
matter of keeping

There are two clreumstances In foas
vor of Tall pruning of grape vines,
There Is little danger of bleeding and
the work belng done cannot be pro-
crastinated o spring untll too late,
ns I8 often done.

Little pruning need be done the
first year If trees huve been properly
pruned when set. Cul off dead shoots
and, later in (he season, shoald rank
growing shoots develop at plaees not
needed, remove them or head them in,

been able to use the
for vinegar op

Manure Bushes in Fall.

For best results  corcant  bushes
should be well manured in the fall
and the manure plowed In so that the
Injured rootlets may have time dur
ing the winter months to mplmlnh
themselves. Plow guite shallow n
to the bushes. Give shallow cultiva
tion early ln spring and nt llltm
, during the sumimer,

"




